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"Very well," Lewis replied, picking up his book.
In his thought of the van Leydens, in Herriot's plan
of escape, in this scheme of Willett's, the world had
approached Lewis through the swerving of his own mind;
but it receded again. To-morrow he would be undis-
turbed. To-morrow and for many ^ to-morrows he might
be at peace. "It may come to nothing," Willett had said,
and he forgot Willett and the Commandant's luncheon
party; he shut them away from him. Outside, the wind
was rising. When at last the groups in the messroom
broke up and flooded the dormitory with talk of Atlantic
transport and Jerram's straight flush to a knave, he thought
of the canals ruffled in the darkness and of the sentries
on the ramparts bending their heads to the wind. If the
breeze increased, the barbed wire would sing with it.

During the night he heard often the twang of wire on
the stakes, heard it until its shrill vibration and the slow
lash of the risen wind became an unperceived accom-
paniment to silence. On a little table at his bedside he had
built, as was his custom, a shelter of books for his candle,
so that the light disturbed none of the sleepers but fell on
his book and hands.

The storm ran its course and died away. Now and then
the regular breathing of the dormitory was broken by the
creak of springs and the gasp or muffled cry of a dream.
The Dutch sergeant, on Ms rounds, standing in the door-
Way with a shaded lamp, stared at the lighted head and
shoulders of the reader, not in surprise, for Lewis's night-
watch was familiar to him, but as children stare at a
picture that disturbs them, they know not why. Some-
times the Englishman was not reading, though his book
was open, and the^ sergeant, encountering the wide eyes
that included him in their gaze but seemed not to recog-
nize his presence, was fascinated by the origins of a vision
that he could not share. He shaded his lamp the more
carefully and, going at last, quietened his tread, not wish-
ing to be long a solitary witness of this struggle or to in-
fringe this isolated power. But he returned again, drawn
by a curiosity stronger than his reluctance, and at his